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THE VILLA DI PIN! HAS 
BEEN FOR SALE, 
ANO ITS PRICE WAS 

LOW! TO SOME, THIS 
MAY HAVE SEEMED 
A BAD OMEN! BUT 

THE PASSION OF 
MRS. INA LORPE 
FOR SOUVEN/R - 
COLLECTING 
SURPASSED ALL 
COMMON SENSE... 


ve AN ITALIAN VILLA 
THAT ONCE BELONGED 


TO THE DI PINT FAMILY 2 
REALLY, MOTHER / 


BUT-- UH-- UTTER 
YOU DID NOT NONESENSE! A 
TELL YOUR VAMPIRE BURIED 
DAUGHTER | \. SOMEWHERE ON 
ABOUT THE THE PREMISES! 
MENACE! FOOLISH 
SUPERSTITION! 


..AND WHY NOT ? 
WE'LL TAKE THE 
VILLA, LUIGI! 


NO, SIGNORA! THIS VAMPIRE AND NOW--ABOUT YOU MEAN, THIS WE'RE 

IS REAL / THE SERVANT IS EVERY 25 YEARS-- THE VAMPIRE |S CONCEALED TAKING THE 

SAID TO HAVE HIDDEN HIS VAMPIRE STIRS FROM SOMEWHERE IN THE VILLA, VILLA, LUIGI / 
HIS HIDING PLACE AND | AND WE'LL BE TAKING IT / GOTO WORK 


BODY... AND IT WAS THIS 
SERVANT WHO BECAME THE Vi SEEKS A FEW WITH US TO AMERICA gon AT ONCE 
FIRST VICTIM OF HIS MASTER, VICTIMS TO REPLENISH ; eee - 


WHO HAD TURNED INTO A HIS STRENGTH / 
VAMPIRE! 


( 
\A CABLEGRAM ARRIVES AT THE CLUB OF «AND HER MOTHER I KNOW ELINOR'S 
ROBERT KNOWLANOD, YOUNG MILLIONAIRE .,, DROVE HER HUSBAND DOMINATED BY HER 
<j INTO BANKRUPTCY MOTHER-- BUT I'M 
SHIPPING / |T'S NOT ELINOR'S DOING, AND DEATH, YET-- TRUSTING IN ELINOR'S 
AN ENTIRE DOC! IT'S HER MOTHER! I INNER LOVE FOR ME! 


ITALIAN KNOW ELINOR MARRIED 
VILLA To ME FOR MY MONEY! BUT 
AMERICA 7 I LOVE HER, Doc/ 


PA \ Cis lame Sis : 

ACROSS THE SEA! NO/T'LL 
SORRY, SIGNORA! i * Jy We CAN Go i MONEY 15 MORE 

CANNOT TAKE THE BOATING ON THE ial POWERFUL THAN 
BOAT OUT, THE LAKE ANOTHER RD SUPERSTITION / 
VAMPIRE MAY. ¥i |X. NIGHT, MOTHER ! | 4 


WALK TONIGHT! 


SIGNORA, SOME- 
BODY WILL DIE FOR 

THAT TEN THOUSAND 
? LIRE ! 


WHAT DO 
YOu SAY NOW 
TO THE POWER 
OF MONEY ? 


T-TEN THOUSAND LIRE 
To TAKE THE SIGNORA DOES THAT 
AND HER DAUGHTER LOOK LIKE A 
BOATING ? SURELY THE JEST ? WHO WILL 
SIGNORA JESTS! TAKE IT? : 


~ ease 
LATER... 
THERE'S 


OUR 
VILLA! 


SIGNORA, WE HOPE 
WHEN YOU TAKE THE 
VILLA TO AMERICA, THE 
VAMPIRE WILL GO 
WITH You! 


B-BUT, SIGNORA, 
IT IS ALMOST HALE 
A MILE THROUGH 

THE DARK Woops! 


ALFREDO, I LEFT 
MY SHAWL AT THE 
BOAT- DOCK ! GO 
BACK AND GET 
IT! WE'LL WANT 
FOR YOU HERE ! 


AT LEAST LEND ME YOUR 
LANTERN... SIGNORA / 


WITH LEADEN FEET, ALFREDO CREEPS, TREMBLING ar 
THE SOLIND OF HIS OWN HEAVY BREATHING... ; 


FOR MANY YEARS THE ‘VAMPIRE HAS LEFT ) 
THE PEOPLE OF OUR VILLAGE ALONE / 
NOW PERHAPS THIS VOYAGE TO 
is lap eas) MAY AROUSE ae 


WHAT IS THERE TO BE 
AFRAID OF 2 HOOT OWLS ? 
OFF WITH YOU FOOL / 


4 


HE aH TRIPPED OVER IT'S 


PROBABLY SOME 
HORRIBLE! 


WILD ANIMAL 
ATTACKED HIM! 


f (case!) T-THE Wy ‘ Al THE IDIOT 
bh, VAMPIRE! gA @/ _ PROBABLY 
/ Mie HIS OWN SHADOW! 


Bim LET'S Go BACK 
et TO THE INN! 


NOTHING ABOUT THIS 
VILLA 1S BEAUTIFUL ! 
IT'S REPULSIVE-- 
FRIGHTENING / I'M 
SORRY I EVER 


NATION ON THE BANKS OF AN AMERICAN Rive 


AS THE VILLA ACHIEVES VIRTUAL REINCAR- | 
ERw 


FORGET THE \ 
KILLING, ELINOR! | 
THINK ABOUT 
LIVING IN THIS 
BEAUTIFUL 
VILLA BACK 
HOME / 


Bon 


BUT IF YOU WERE 
AFRAID OF THIS 
VAMPIRE LEGEND, 
WHY DID YOU BUY 
THE HOUSE 7 __@ 


MOTHER 
INSISTED! 


ee ee 
A 
bef 


SHE HAS NO RIGHT TO AND AS MRS. LORDE WALKS 


ELINOR, IF YOU HOW DARE MAKE ROBERT LEAVE! HE J \ AND EXULTS, THE FULL MOON 
COULD ONLY YOU TURN MY GROWS BRIGHTER AND 
BREAK AWAY DAUGHTER LD: — BLOODIER / 

FROM YOUR /™@\ AGAINST ME? 


MOTHER ! / 


I'M GOING TO 

WALK AROUND AND 
DRINK IN THIS 

\ INTOXICATING BEAUTY! 


ANO THEN THE KIND OF FACE one} 


SEES ONLY IN NIGHTMARES... 


|A 7 THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH, A 
CRACK APPEARS IN THE STATUE! 
AN EVER WIDENING OPENING... 


A HAIRY HAND, WITH LONG 
CLAW- LiKE NAILS COME 
FORTH. 


THE NEXT MORNING, THE LIFELESS BODY 1/S FOUND 
BY THE GARDENER... mm 


VAMPIRE, MRS. KNOWLAND ? 
THERE ARE NO VAMPIRES / 
THIS WAS DONE BY SOME 

MANIAC / 


BUT THIS 1S NO DREAM! MRS. LORDE SHRINKS 
FROM THE BAT LIKE SHAPE / (HER EYES WIDEN 
WITH HORROR ! 


MAYBE THE 
KILLING CAN BE 
EXPLAINED/ A 
MANIAC ON THE 


YOU THINK 
THAT ? You've 
EVEN BEGUN 
TO THINK 
LIKE HER! 


IM oes 
SICK ABOUT YOU! 


YOU'D LIKE THAT, 
WOULDN'T YOU 7 


HAD SOMEONE 
MURDER 
MOTHER... 


EVER COME 
BACK ! I DON'T 
WANT TO SEE 

YOu EVER 
AGAIN / 


ANYTHING TO 
THIS VAMPIRE 
LEGEND OR NOT, 
I WANT You 
OUT OF 
HERE / 


- : . 2 
AT DOC BREWER'S OFFICE... 


THE MONTH PASSES SWIFTLY! Ar THE VILLA... 


Do I BELIEVE 
IN VAMPIRES 2 
No! BUT I 
WORRY MORE 
ABOUT ELINOR'S 
BEHAVIOR / 


L MUST BE AT 


ALON, VAMPIRE 
OR NO 
VAMPIRE ! 


THEN, ONE NIGHT... 
STRANGE ! I THOUGHT TI 


THE VILLA DI WHAT TOOK COULDN'T ; HEARD A SOUND ON THE 

PIN| THE NEXT YOU SO 2 \HELP IT, BOB! MY \| TERRACE! THE SERVANTS 

NIGHT OF THE LONG, DOCE \ PATIENT WAS WENT OFF FOR THE 
YOU KNOW LT PRETTY Low/ NIGHT / 


WANTED TO BE STOW THIS 
AT THE VILLA | TRANSFUSION 
IN TIME FOR / APPARATUS IN 
THE FULL THE BACK OF 
MOON ! YOUR CAR! 


STAY AWAY 5 
FROM ME! OH, yg 
H-HELP! HELP! 


MoMENTS LATER 


NO, BOB! DON'T GO NEAR 


= 


THAT'S ODD, THAT 
STATUE IS OPEN! 
IS IT SUPPOSED 

TO BE HOLLOW 27 


: { HIM / HE'S NOT HUMAN! NOBODY 
CeteNy A GOO PORE CAN FIGHT A VAMPIRE WITH 
SCREAM! IT'S A VAMPIRE ! MORTAL WEAPONS, TAKE 
ELINOR ! THIS MIRROR! THE IMAGE 
OF HIMSELF IS SUPPOSED 
: TO DRIVE HIM AWAY/ 


ELINOR'S LOST A LOT OF BLOOD! 
SHE HAS A CHANCE IF You 
HURRY AND GET THAT 
INTRAVENOUS EQUIPMENT 
OUT OF THE CAR/ I MIGHT 
SAVE HER LIFE WITH A 
BLOOD TRANSFUSION! 


THE MIRROR 
WORKS ALL 
RIGHT HE 

CAN'T COME 
NEAR ME! 


HE'S 
RUNNING 
AWAY / 


MINUTES LATER, AS LIFE - YOU'D BETTER LIE DOWN, ROBERT KNOWLANO APPROACHES 
GIVING BLOOD STREAMS IN A Too, BOB! YOU GAVE UP AN THE HALF- OPEN STATUE! HIS 
SUSTAINING FLOW FROM AWFUL LOT OF BLOOD! SsAy! MUSCULAR ARM DRAWS BACK / 
HUSBAND TO WIFE... WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO THE SPEAR /S HURLED / 


WITH THAT SPEAR 7 
OH, ROBERT-- ROBERT, DARLING... . 
L'VE ALWAYS LOVED YOU / BUT THEY SAY 
SOMETHING CAME OVER ME/ ONLY A STAKE 
IT WAS M-MOTHER'S BAD THROUGH THE 
INFLUENCE ! HEART CAN KILL 
A VAMPIRE! I'LL 
SOON FIND 


\ 


ROBERT! THE 
VAMPIRE! HE'S NO 
LEGEND! HE'S REAL! 


HE WAS REAL 
DARLING! HE'S GONE 
NOW-- THERE'S 
ONLY YOU AND 
ME NOW-- 


NOTHING HERE BUT 
A HANDFUL OF DUST 
AND THIS BAT RING / 


LUCILLE ALLESANORO, 
A STRUGGLING 


NOTHING MUST STAND IN My OH, COME To ME NOW, DEAR GRAND- 
WAY! GRANDMA TANYA... I MOTHER ! PROVIDE ME WITH A 
ACTRESS MOVES NEED YOUR HELP! GOOD OMEN / COME NOW! BY 
MOVES TRANCELIKE, THE LIGHT OF THE MOON / 
AS SHE CONJURES | i 
HER GRANNY : 
FROM ACROSS \ 
THE RIVER STYX | 
TO INSURE 
HER SUCCESS 


IN THE ROLE, 
OF JULIET! 


\ 


i 
Al THUNDEROUS CRASH, AND A 


BLINOING L/GHT FOLLOWS HER 

CHANT ANO THE VAPOROUS 

IMAGE OF GRANOMOTHER 
TANYA APPEARS! 


MY CHILD! THE ROLE OF YOU'VE MADE ME HAPPY, TANYA, 
YOU'VE I HEARD YOUR JULIET SHALL INDEED BE I KNEW YOU WOULD HELP/ AND 
COME, CALL, MY DEAR, YOURS / NOW I SHAKESPEARE'S JULIET IS 
GRANOMA! | AND YOu HAVE MUST DEPART! 
I NEED YOUR NOTHING TO . . 


A WONDERFUL PART! 


AT THE 
AUDITION 
THE NEXT DAY, 
LUCILLE 
RECITES 
HER PART... 
As /F 
THE TASK 
WERE A 
MERE 
FORMALITY! 


ROMEO, OH ROMEO! \/ THAT'S ENOUGH! 
WHEREFORE ARE & MISS ALLESANDRO, 
THOU RO--- I'M SORRY.../ 


YOU'RE SORRY! YOU FOOL'S! NOBODY 
BUT LUCILLE ALLESANORO CAN 
PORTRAY JULIET! YOUR 
SORROW HAS YET 
TO BEGIN/ 


THE ACTRESS STORMS BACK TO 
HER ROOM, BRIMMING WITH HATE! 


REVENGE ! L MUST HAVE MY 
REVENGE ON THEM! 


SUOPENLY... 


LUCILLE, WHAT'S 
WRONG 7 «¢ 


GORDON MILES AND KAREN 
GARNETT! THEY'LL LIVE To 

REGRET THE WRONG THEY'VE 
._ DONE! OH! GRANOMOTHER ! IF 
YOU CAN HEAR ME, Come ! 


THEY TURNED 
ME DOWN/ 


YOU HAVE BEEN WRONGED 
BY THOSE STUPID IDIOTS! BUT 

YOU SHALL HAVE YOUR 
REVENGE / YoU MAY USE 
THE INVISIBLE CURSE / 
BUT BEWARE OF ITS 
POWER, MY CHILD/ 


FOOLS DESERVE NOTHING /SHALL PAY/ NOW 
LESS / HA-HA! I MUST LEAVE 
YOU, MY CHILO! 


ARMED WITH 
THE DREADED 
INVISIBLE 
CURSE, THE 
ALLESANORO 
CLAMS MOST 

POTENT 
WEAPON, 
THE CRAZED 
ACTRESS 
RETURNS TO 
THE OFFICE 


WHY, LUCILLE! ¥ NOR DO YOU EXPECT BY MY GREAT ANCESTORS! )yOu'RE MAD! 
LI DIDN'T WHAT'S GOING TO THE CURSE OF INVISIBILITY / «STARK 

EXPECT You! HAPPEN TO YOU NOW, caq [SON YOU! wif, RAVING 

GORDON MILES! \ Lf > 


I'M VANISHING! Y HA-HA-HA-- 
STOP IT! THE CURSE, 
PLEASE-- _/GORDON MILES/ 


AAVING PLACED 


THE DREADED 
CURSE UPON you HAVE, 
THE PRODUCER EARNED IT! 
LUCILLE 


WATCHES /TS 
FANTASTIC 
ACTION AS 

HE STARTS 
TO VANISH 

/N._ THIN 

AIR... 


HA! DEAD AND GONE! EXECELLENT~/ 
HA-HA-HA / THE CURSE OF THE 

ALLESANDRO'S HAS 
VANQUISHED HIM ! 


MY_ THROAT! (T'S : 
AGGRRAAAHAHS / : 


CACKLING WITH DELIGHT, THE PERVERTED ACTRESS 
RETURNS TO HER ROOM / 


+ WHAT A FOOL MILES WAS, TO THINK 
THAT EVEN I COULD STOP THE CURSE 
ONCE IT STARTED... BUT NOW, 
HE'S DEAD! 


YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL, 
KAREN! BUT NO MORE 
THAN L/ THE INVISIBLE 
CURSE IS UP ON you! 

HA-HA-HA-HA! IT SHALL 
PLAY JULIET! 


LUCILLE ! 
WHAT'S. 


[ Bur AS THE POISONOUS LUST WARPS HER IT 
ALSO EFFECTS HER ONCE BEAUTIFUL BODY/ 


/ MY SUPERB BEAUTY! IT'S GONE! BUT ' 
NO MATTER / I'M STILL ATTRACTIVE } 
ENOUGH ! AND NOW To DEAL 4 
WITH KAREN GARNETT! 


( ! 
MIMEEE! wecicve: HA-HA- 
1 “OU CONE? HA! 


YES, YOU'RE 
VANISHING INTO 
DEATH, KAREN / 
«GOODBYE, JULIET! 
AND TILL BE 

THE NEW JULIET! 


.HELP! HELPMES } BACK IN HER ROOM, THE DEVILISH p FOR THERE WILL BE 
L-LUCILLE... WOMAN GLOATS OVER HER GRUE - ANOTHER AUDITION FOLLOWING 


SOME TRIUMPH / KAREN'S STRANGE DISAPPEAR: 
eye THE CURSE ANCE / HEE- HEE! 
WORKED PERFECTLY, GRANDMOTHER! 3 
I THANK YOu! BOTH THESE IDIOTS lh 
yal ARE DEAD! AND NOW TO BRUSH My 


UP ON THE ROLE OF JULIET/ 


Ses ee 


AIEEE / No! iT CAN'T BE ME! 
NOT THE BEAUTIFUL LUCILLE 
ALLESANDRO/ 


ROMEO, WHEREFORE ART THOU, 
ROMEO! APPEAR NOW OR I SHALL 
DIE! HA-HA/ I'M AS BRILLIANT AS 

EVER ! NOW TO ACT IT OUT 
BEFORE MY MIRROR! 


I'M RUINED! RUINED! IT'S ALL % vase \. A FINE JULIET! THEY'D LAUGH 
{ BEEN FOR NOTHING! I'M HIDEOUS! ME OFF THE STAGE! I'MA 
\ I CAN NEVER ACT AGAIN / BETTER GHOUL! AIEEE! 


NY. THIS INVISIBLE CURSE! LOOK AT 
ME NOW! AM/EEE/ GRANDMOTHER ¢ : YOU MEODLING 
TANYA ! YOU'RE TO BLAME / : 


| WILD- EYED AND HYSTERICAL WITH RAGE, HER 
EVIL MINO SNAPS COMPLETELY’ 


I CANNOT GO THIS 
WAY / JULIET DIES IN 
THE PLAY! IF L 
COULDN'T LIVE THE 
ROLE, I CAN STILL 
DIE SIMILARLY / 


AND AS 
LUCILLE 
ALLESANDRO 
PLUNGES 


THE: 
COURT YARD 
BELOW... 
THE 
FATEFUL 
POWER 
OF 
THE 
INVISIBLE 
CURSE 
CONTINUES 


@ THE FACT THAT I HADN'T HEARD 
the man come into the room is not to be 
wondered at. Living on the third floor of 
a hotel in one of the noisiest spots in the 
city, can scarcely hear my own footsteps 
sometimes. Besides, I was tired out from 
a strenuous day; and IT may have dozed 
for a few moments over my book. 

Nevertheless, it was with a start that I 
suddenly looked up to find I had a visitor. 
And such a visitor! 

Before me, standing in the gloom just 
outside the circle of light cast by my 
reading lamp, was one of the tallest men I 
had ever seen. And one of the thinnest. 
Like a human tent-pole he stood there, 
with a voluminous topcoat billowing 
loosely over his thin frame in a tent-like 
way that completed the smile. The fact 
that he would wear a coat was in itself 
remarkable, for it was a roasting hot 
summer night. Why a man should bundle 
himself up as this one did, was certainly 
beyond my comprehension. 

The collar of the coat was drawn up, 
and the brim of his black felt hat was 
pulled down so that all I could see of his 
face were his eyes, gleaming like live 
coals. The coat swelled hugely over his 
chest, as though a bundle was concealed 
under his coat; and his protrusion gave 
him the appearance of a grotesque, 
stoop-shouldered pouter-pigeon. 

“Hello!” I exclaimed. “How did you get 
in here?” A silly question. Obviously he 
had walked in. On hot nights I often leave 
my door on the latch, and he could have 
done so easily. But I was taken so 
unawares, so oddly disturbed — by 
something about the look of him, that I 
could speak only nonsense. 

He said nothing, but just stared at me 
with his gleaming eyes. 

“T didn’t hear you come in,” I went on. 


Still he made no reply, merely gaxing at 
me out: of: those piercing eyes and 
standing before me in the gloom, this 
stoop-shouldered -pouter-pigeon of a 
man,'I wondered’ what was in the big 
bundle concealed over his chest. 

“What do you want?” I demanded 
then, annoyed at his crazy silence, and 
disquieted by. his eyes. In my work as a 
reporter I have had to do several times 
with people. mentally unbalanced; and I 
didn’t half like the glints in those un- 
blinking eyes. “What do you want?” I 
repeated. 

Now at last, he spoke. 
you a story!” 

His voice was most peculiar. He 
treated English in a way unfamiliar to me. 
Not as a foreigner would, with a broad 
accent; but as a man might who had 
seldom spoken at all, in any language. His 
voice was thick and creaky, and his 
tongue formed syllables-as though it had 
been made of wood. A dumb man, who 
had but recently learned to talk, might 
have spoken as. this man did. 

At his peculiar answer, my annoyance 
and disquiet increased. At two o’clock in 
the morning a man you’ve never seen 
before in your life comes into your room, 
and, at your repeated demands as to what 
he wants, says he wants to tell you a 
story! 

The fellow moved closer and I noticed 
that he was unsteady on his long legs. I 
saw that he was frightfully emaciated 
from some illness; it couldn’t have been 
from starvation, for the excellence of his 
topcoat indicated a well-lined purse. And 
then I saw his hands. 

Long, thin, with talon-like fingers, they 
were more closely covered with hair than 
any human hands I'd ever seen before. 
And the hair was peculiar. It was. fine, 
close-set, more like fur than hair. 

He. saw me gazing at them, and 
abruptly thrust them into the pockets of 
his coat. “This is to be a long story,” he 
said, in that curious, muffled voice of his. 
“May I sit down?” He moved uncertainly 
toward a chair. 

“Certainly, sit down,” I replied. I 
started up to help him, but he waved me 
away as though fearful of my touch. 

He seated himself, sighed deeply, and 
began: 

“T want to tell you-this story because 
you are a writer and may be able to get it 
before the public eye. Publicity! It is the 
only way I can think of to have justice 
done. I cannot go to the police. They 
would laugh at me. Publicity is the only. 
answer—and even that may be useless .... 

He sighed ‘again, the manner of which 
struck me as very odd. I mean, he sighed 
for so long a time. For seconds on end the 
air was exhaled steadily from his. lungs, 
and still it issued forth. It is hard to 


“I want to tell 


convey the queerness of it. Draw into 
your own lungs as much air as you can. 
Exhale it as slowly as you can, till itis all 
gone. Multiply by three the number of 
seconds your. exhalation endured, and 
you will have the length of time this man’s 
sigh lasted. 

A trivial thing to mention, yet I can’t 
describe how the oddity of it struck me. It 
indicated, you see, that the big bundle 
that swelled out his coat over his: chest, 
was not a bundle at all—but the chest 
itself. And who ever saw, particularly on 
a thin and narrow shouldered man, a 
chest. measuring some seventy inches 
around? 

“Uncover your typewriter, please, and 
take down my story,” was my bizarre 
visitor’s demand. “I'll speak slowly so you 
can get it all.” 

Now this’ seemed unbearably —high- 
handed. -My expression must have 
showed that I was about to protest. The 
man’s eyes. gleamed more brightly: His 
hands, thrust in his coat pockets, moved a 
little as though they had been con- 
vulsively clenched. 

“Take down my story!” he ‘said, his 
voice very harsh now. “Quickly! I have 
little time left me here!” 

By now I was thoroughly convinced, 
naturally, that I was dealing with a 
lunatic. It became a . question of 


-humoring him till I could make up an 


excuse for telephoning, and call for help. 
I moved to the card table on which my 
typewriter was resting. and sat down 
before it. ; 
_ He began to dictate, abruptly, without 
preliminaries, as. a man might wander 
into a_ public sténographer’s office, 
dictate a letter, only to wander casually 
out again with no explanations of any 
kind. og 

“My name,” he began, “is well known 
to you. But I will not reveal it till later. 
You wouldn't believe me if I told you 
now. : 

“My story has to do with a theft as 
incredible as it is horrible, bya thief that 


‘no detectives could ever run down; that 


no power save aroused public opinion 
can ever bring to justice. 

“It began two days ago, when I was a 
young man with a healthy, athletic body, 
a fortune with which to indulge it, and 
not a care on Earth.” 

I. started, here, and gazed in 
amazement at my mad visitor. Young? 
He looked to be at least sixty! Athletic 
body? He was as.emaciated as death, with 
his skinny shoulders stooped as though 
with the weight of whatever it was that 


“bulged out the breast of his coat so far! I 


calculated the distance to the telephone 
stand, decided I could reach it without a 


_fight that might be disastrous to his feeble 


old frame, and resumed my typing. My 


‘around 


visitor went on: 

“Two days ago, almost to the hour, I 

got my indication of the change that was 
to come swiftly and fatally into my life. 
Two short days ago! In those forty-eight 
hours I passed from life to death, from 
sane health to mad dissolution... But ll 
try to keep from wandering, George, and 
give you this as it all happened.” 
’ Again I started with amazement. This 
queer stranger knew my name and used it 
intimately, yet I knew I’d never seen him 
before. But I did not interrupt his 
narrative, : 

“I was sitting alone in the bedroom of 
my apartment in town when it hap- 
pened-—his first step in the change that 
was to be mine. I had dismissed my man 
for the night, and was smoking a last 
cigarette before getting into bed and 
snapping off the lights. At my feet lay my 
dog,- Flix, his eyes half shut and his tail 
thumping the floor occasionally when I 
let my hand slide down over,the arm of 
my chair to touch his head. 

“The first thing I noticed was that it 
had suddenly become very quiet. 
Amazingly quiet for the city. It. was as 
though a shell of silence had been drawn 
that room, shutting out the 
sounds of late traffic, making the quiet so 
intense that it almost hurt. 


“Wondering a little at it, I put-out my 


cigarette, and started to rise from my 


chair. But I sank back into it again as my 
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eyes happened to rest on Flix, at my feet. 

“The dog, of a sudden, was acting very 
queerly. His head had. jerked up as 
though on a string. His eyes, wide and 
alert, were staring into a dark corner of 
the room, as though they saw something I 
could not see. 

“Even as I watched, a phosphorescent 
greenish glare came into those eyes. His 
lips twitched back from his fangs and a 
low growl sounded deep in his throat. 
Slowly he got up and stood, trembling 
slightly, while his eyes continued to probe 
the darkened corner. 2 

“Perplexedly, I, too, stared at the 
corner. There was absolutely nothing to 
be seen. It was only dimly lit by the 
reading light above my head; but it, was 
illuminated enough to show there was 
nothing there. 

“What's up, Flix? I murmured, patting 
the dog’s head. To my astonishment he 
moved away from my hand as though not 
recognizing its touch, and growled louder 
as he shrank back from the empty corner. 
There were minute whitish flecks on his 
jaws now. 

“Still I had no warning premonition of 
the tremendous thing that Was about to 
happen. It had been a hot day; Flix’s coat 
is furry; the heat might have affected 
him. Vowing to clip him next morning, I 
got up and opened the bedroom door and 
ordered him out of the room. The 
corridor was cooler, anyway; and out 
there he wouldn't disturb my sleep by 
snarling feverish. at imaginary burglars 
all night. 

“He slunk out, and I got into bed. For 
one more moment I gaxed at the corner 
that had held Flix’s attention. In that 
moment a distinct feeling of uneasiness, 
of ill-being, came over me. But I ignored 
it, and turned out the lights. 

“However, sleep would not come. 
Wakefull I tossed, and watched the 
sinking moon send its slanting rays more 
and more levelly in through my window. 
The feeling of disquiet grew within me 
till, for no reason whatever that I could 
think of, I was in the grip of actual 
horror. 

“IT was I admit, in the unreasoning 
frame of mind where a man can see and 
hear anything. Had I never again seen 
and heard what happened a moment 
later, I'd have gone to my death thinking 
it was only the product of imagination. 

“My eyes had continually strayed to 
that corner, now sunk in blackness 
unpenetrated by the moonlight. And now 
it seemed they rested on other eyes. A 
pair of eyes that peered from the gloom 
about six feet from the floor, where the 
eyes of a tall man might be—if, of course, 
there had been a man there. 

“Increasingly apparent, the eyes 
became. Now I could see them clearly 


enough to read their expression — or it 
seemed I could. And the expression was 
one blended of desperation and in- 
vincible purpose. Furthermore the eyes 
were red! 

“Red eyes! I don’t mean they were 
blood-shot. The whites were clear rings 
around the pupils. The pupils themselves 
were red. Red as fire; red as crimson glass 
beads. 

“T stared into those red eyes as though 
hypnotized, unable to make a move or a 
sound. Spellbound. I’ve often heard that 
word used. 1 know now what it means! 

“And then I began to make out a 
shadowy background for the eyes; a 
human seeming head; a tall, dim body. 
All seemed to materialize out of empty 
air as though conjured up by my fancy. 

“T lay there, breathless, staring at the 
shadowy head in which were set those 
burning, fire-red eyes, glinting with 
desperate purpose. From the street, 
seeming to penetrate with difficulty the 
shell of silence drawn around the room, 
came the single toot of a motor horn. Its 
prosaic sound seemed but to intensify the 
reality of the impossible vision growing 
ever clearer before my gaze. 

“Now I fought with the helplessness that 
bound my muscles. I struggled to get out 
of bed, to spring to the corner and come 
to grips with this inhuman thing — or to 
prove to myself that there was nothing 
there after all. 

“T couldn't move a finger. And as I lay 
there, with my heart thumping in my 
breast and cold sweat standing out on my 
forehead, I distinctly heard a low, soft 
sigh. A voice came to my ears: 

“ ‘Go to sleep. I will you go to sleep.’ 

“At that a film seemed to gather before 
me. The red, red eyes faded into far 
distances. The flooding moonlight went 
dark. Swiftly, against all the protest of my 
quivering senses, I did go to sleep! It was 
as though I'd been chloroformed. 

“T couldn’t have been sunk long in that 
unearthly sleep. Five minutes, perhaps. 
For when my eyes jerked open again the 
moon's rays had slanted little lower. 

“I was waked by the sound of my own 
voice. And for an instant in a helpless sort 
of doze, I floated in a half-slumber where 
I dould hear strange words coming from 
my own lips as though I were another 
person standing off at a distance and 
listening to myself. 

“And strange indeed were the words! 

Incredible! Incomprensible! 
_ ““.exiled...doomed forever...never to 
leave this ghastly place and go back 
home...racked and wasted = by 
disease...but another body...’ 

“And this raving, this mumbling of 
thoughts that could not possibly have 
originated in my brain, was yet coming 
from my lips! As though I had suddenly 


become a mere mouthpiece for another’s 
mind! 

“T stirred slightly, and tried harder for 
full wakefulness. Slowly it came, as the 
chains of my nightmare were broken. 
And with wakefulness came an increase 
of the unreasoning horror that had 
gripped me since I had turned out the 
lights. 

“With an exclamation that should have 
been a shout, but which was hardly more 
than a whisper, I sat up. 

“Standing in the corner, disclosed by 
the moonlight, was a man’s figure. 
Complete in every detail I saw it — from 
sunken cheeks and fire-red eyes, to 
emaciated legs and unbelievably swollen 
chest. 

“For an instant we stared at each other. 
Then, with an enormous effort of will, I 
tensed my muscles for a spring. A little of 
the hypnotic tension that had held me 
was released, somehow, by _ the 
realization that this figure was after all of 
solid flesh and blood. 

“The man must have read my purpose 
in my eyes, for he started to move aside. 
But before he could, I had launched 
myself at him. 

“My hands tore at his throat... 

“For a fleeting second my fingers 
pressed against solid substance. Then the 
column of the throat drained away like 
water running out of a tap. Another 
second and my fingers had met and were 
pressing only against each other. Under 


me the form I’d sprung upon, and had 
thought was flesh and blood and bone, 
was gone. I collapsed against the chair, 
utterly alone in the room. 

“Shuddering, with my eyes starting 
from my head, I stared around me. There 
was nothing to be seen. Nothing! Yet I 
had clearly seen that figure in the chair — 
had felt it for a moment. 

“T thought I heard a footstep outside 
the door, and the next instant I heard Flix 
howl in the hall, as if the dog had seen 
something pass out through the wood 
panels of the door. Then there was 
silence. 

“The silence was now anormal one, 
broken frequently by the night noises of 
the city. The queer shell of quiet that had 
seemed to surround the place was lifted. 
Reassured a little by the familiar discords 
that told of people living and moving all 
around me, I got back into bed. 

“But I didn’t go to sleep. I couldn't! 
Instinct told me surely that I had 
narrowly escaped something awful and 
final. What could it be? What kind of 
thing was it that had sat in that chair, 
staring at my sleeping form with its flame- 
red eyes? What kind of creature could 
appear and disappear at will, and pass 
through solid wood doors? Something 
weird and supernatural, something 
inexplicable to the mind of man, had kept 
vigil over me in my room! That was all I 
knew. 

“Wide-eyed and wakeful, I waited for 
day to come and for the honest sunlight 
to relieve me of the freezing fear that still 
clutched me. 

“In the morning I did feel better. I had 
managed to compose myself a_ little 
during the slow hours of dawn. I was 
beginning to be convinced somewhat 
when I told myself the fears of the night 
had been entirely ungrounded and due to 
nightmare-induced superstition. I had 
imagined a spectral figure, and had been 
childishly horrified by it, that was all. Tall 
men with red eyes don’t really appear and 
then disappear, under one’s very fingers, 
into thin air. Flix had growled at nothing, 
and on that flimsy foundation I had built 
the things I'd thought to see and hear 
during the night. 

“After my morning shower I stepped to 
the mirror and _ inspected myself 
critically. It was reassuring to look at my 
square-jawed, tanned face and_ the 
muscular, tanned body under it. They 
were so palpably the face and body of a 
man who ought to have a well balanced 
mind; who should certainly know better 
than to let himself ‘see things’ during the 
night. 

“I dressed and went to the breakfast 
table, feeling more and more foolish 
about the nocturnal absurdity I'd in- 
dulged in. And there, just as I was suc- 


ceeding in dimissing all thought of the 
vision of the night, something occurred 
that started’again the cold sweat that had 
drenched me during the black hours. 

“My servant, the man-of-all-work who 
went with me everywhere, held out a hat. 
It was a black felt hat with a down- 
dropping brim, like no hat I’d ever worn. 

“ “Whoever visited you last night after I 
was gone, sir,’ he said, ‘went off without 
his hat. Shall I call and return it, or shall I 
just —, 

“He stopped there and stared, with 
open mouth, at my face. I have no doubt 
my face was arresting enough. I could 
feel it go chalk white as I gazed at that 
hat. And'I braced myself with my hands 
on the table as the room began to revolve 
crazily around me. 

“ ‘Just keep it Saunders,’ I managed to 
say at last. ‘Maybe the person — who left 
it will come back for it.’ 

“But after a while I got over even that 
shock. Indeed, after I'd thought. it over, 
the incident looked hopeful rather than 
alarming. 

“There actually had been a man in my 
room. The hat proved it. That released 
me from the charge of. childish super- 
stition, and also from the suspicion that 


perhaps my mind wasn’t as well balanced 
as I'd always assumed it was. There had 
been a man there. 

“How had he melted away under my 
throttling fingers? How had he hidden in 
the corner where I'd first seen those 
implacable red eyes? There was no place 
in that corner to hide. Why hadn’t I seen 
him at once, as Flix apparently had? And 
how had I come to fall asleep in spite of 
all my effort not to—and half waked to 
hear’ myself mumbling those strange 
things? 

“These questions, at first apparently 
unanswerable, I worked out promptly 
enough: At least to my own satisfaction. 
Hypnotism! All I'd seen and heard and 
felt had been transmitted to my’ brain 
from that of the red-eyed stranger. He 
had broken into my room somehow, and 
from the moment of his entrance had 
taken hypnotic charge of my thoughts. 
Why? For the purpose of common 
burglary, probably. 

“There it was: nothing to be alarmed 
about. All could be explained in a logical, 
common sense way. God, what mockery 
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is logic, common sense .. . 

“T followed my regular routine for the 
rest of the day. I kept a_ tennis 
engagement in the afternoon, and a 
dinner engagement in the evening. But I 
went back to my rooms early. I was thick- 
witted from lack of sleep, and felt that an 
extra long night of rest was in order. 

“Now, on that second night I was sure 
I'd be let alone. Having been convinced 
by the black felt hat that my visitory. was 
solid and mortal enough, I had. put him 
comfortably out of my thoughts. It 
seemed reasonable that the midnight 
marauder would avoid visiting the same 
spot two evenings in succession. The man 
with thecurious eyes would know. that 
this time I'd be prepared for him. He’d 
stay away, of course. 

“So, secure in my damned logic, I 
prepared again for bed. 

“T had’ taken ‘a few. precautions, 
however. My man, instead of going home 
to his own rooms, was to sleep in my flat 
that night, in the dining room next door 
to my bedroom. My automatic, freshly 
oiled and loaded, was placed on a chair 


ae 


beside my bed. Flix, absolved like his 
master of ‘Seeing thing’ was to sleep in my 
bedroom. If the red-eyed trespasser was 
foolhardy enough to call again, he’d find 
a warm reception waiting for. him! 
“Hardly had I got into bed when the 
opening incident of the night before was 
repeated: noises coming im from the open 
window were curiously stilled. Once 
again it was as though a shell of silence 
had been drawn about the room. A hush 
descended in which the beating of my 
own heart seemed unbearably loud — a 
hush broken only at rare intervals by 
some unusually penetrating street. noise. 
A second time I was gripped by the vague 
horror, the feeling that something terrible 
and supernatural was threatening me. 
“Flix. howled once, and scrambled 
under the bed, where I could hear him 
squirm in an abject attempt to make 
himself as small as possible. Flix, who had 
proved time and again ‘that he would 


attack man or beast with — utter 
recklessness when. his master’ was 
menaced! 


“Simultaneously with that, -I could see, 


in the dark corner, a pair of clear red eyes 
grow more and more distinct. And now at 
last I knew, with a thrill of such fear as I 
never thought a man could endure, that 
my visitor was repeating his call, that it 
would be his last, and that he — or It — 
was never of this earth! 

“The room was unlighted this time. It 
was not yet late enough for the moon to 
slant in the windows. In this thick, even 
darkness, I saw the eyes come closer and 
closer to me. 

“And now something happened that I 
hardly know how to tell about. 

“It seemed as though those eyes were 
somehow, drawing the soul and mind and 
consciousness of me out of the shell of 
my_ body and into their own red depths! 
They were draining the real me from the 
mold of my flesh! 

“I panted and groaned as I tried to 
combat the hypnotic glare of those eyes 
in which desperation and resolve were 
blended in equal parts. I strained to reach 
the gun on the chair beside me, and a 
long drawn out, soft sigh sounded in my 
ears, and a voice said: ‘Go to sleep. Do 
not struggle. Go to sleep.’ 

“I felt darkness close around my senses 
like a blanket. And I was washed with 
great waves of terror. I must not lose 
consciousness! This thing with the red 
eyes must not bind me, helpless, for my 
own destruction! 

“T groaned. ‘Flix!’ 1 whispered. ‘Flix! 
Get him, boy, get him.’ 

“T heard a faint whimper from under 
the bed, but that was all. I remembered 
my man, who was staying here at my 
orders. 

“ “Saunders! Here — for God’s sake.’ 

“With the last words my whispering 
had sunk to inaudibility. There was no 
move in the hall to indicate that Saunders 
had heard my low cry and was coming. 

“And still those fearful red eyes bored 
into mine, draining me, draining me, 
pulling the heart and soul and mind of 
me. 

““Go to sleep,’ the voice crooned 
again. ‘To sleep...” 

“Frantically I willed to stay awake. It 
was essential to the thing’s plan that I lose 
consciousness. Well, that I would not do! 

“But I knew as I vowed it that it was 
beyond my power to resist. This creature, 
whatever he was, and from whatever 
unearthly sphere, was stronger willed 
then I. 

“Things blackened before me. I was 
sinking into oblivion. I could see only 
those hypnotic red eyes. They too faded. 
I was done! 

“When I next’ woke, or rather, par- 
tially, woke, the moon had circled the sky 
so that its first steep rays were crawling 
over the window sill. I strained to wake 
fully, and to get my bearings; I could do 


neither. Swallowed in a black sea of fear 
I lay in a coma while the awful, un- 
believable drama played itself out. I will 
try to tell about it, just as it happened. 
“T saw the red eyes again. But it seemed 
to me they came from the bed. My bed! 
From a shadowy head resting on the 
pillow. My pillow! From a vaguely seen, 
tanned and square-jawed face that was 
horribly, impossibly familiar to me. . . 
“T glanced down, and my eyes rested 
on the arm of a chair—the chair in which 
for a fleeting second I had seen the dim, 
emaciated body the night before. But 
surely I was still in the bed. How had I got 
to the chair? Or—was I in the chair? 
“For a moment I stumbled in a dread 
shadowland where I was in two places at 
once — and in neither place. Oh... 1 
can’t describe it. 
“The voice sounded in my ears that I 


‘had heard before. And the voice, one 


moment, seemed to come from the figure 
lying on the bed, and the next, from the 
chair. And when it came from the chair, I 
was in the bed, and when it—Oh, God! 

“The voice rambled along, not as 
though addressing me, but as if speaking 
aloud the thoughts of the mind that ruled 
it: 

“‘T am taking his body. In another 
moment the transfer will be complete. I 


shall have escaped death. The terrors that 
infest this globe! The cruel perils, the 
bestial men and raw, untamed elements! 
Above all, the awful disease! 

“Exiled! I shall never get back to the 
lovely globe called, by these brute 
people, Mars. My own body, evolved to 
exist in its thinner air, is about to die of 
their hideous diseases. My new body, 
evolved for Earth’satmosphere,will never 
let me go back. The puny, insufficient 
lungs in this small chest .. . 

““Tam an exile for all of time! Doomed 
to live here, in one body or another, till I 
tire of it and allow my spirit to die with 
whatever form encases it at the moment. 
Was it for this I went exploring, in the 
wings of thought? 

“These were the words I heard in that 
low, strange voice. And toward the end of 
the fantastic soliloquy, I noticed 
something that sent my senses reeling, 
and plunged me once more into un- 
consciousness. 

“The voice, shifting less and less from 
the form on the bed to the form in the 
chair, at last was coming continually from 
the bed! And the voice was now my own 
voice! And I who heard it was sitting 
definitely in the chair! 

“That was the last thing I knew for an 
unguessable length of time. 

“My next awakening was slower, more 
complete and normal. But if the 
awakening was normal — the 
surroundings, the conditions I woke to 
find myself in, were not! They were 
unbelievable! Impossible! Terrible! 

“My first sensation was that I was cold. 
Frightfully cold. Yet somehow I did not 
suffer. 

“T could feel under me a frigid, smooth 
slab of something. It felt like marble to 
the touch of my limp hands. I could dimly 
hear a constant dripping of water. A grim 
odor came to me—a mixture of 
chemicals and death. If death were a 
flower, and a perfume were distilled from 
that flower, it would be somewhat like 
the ghastly aroma that came to my 
nostrils then. 

“T tried to move, and could not. I tried 
to speak, and felt my lips stiff and cold as 
ice. I tried to open my eyes, and felt my 
eyelids like twin small curtains of ice that 
would not move. 

“Then I sensed a figure bending over 
my body. I heard words that brought 
shriek after shriek to my ice cold lips, 
battering there for the utterance they 
were denied. 

““T have never seen such a curious 
enlargement of the chest,’ the unseen 
person was saying.‘The lungs must be 
huge. I wonder . . . We must have an 
autopsy. And how wasted the body is! 
The man was a walking pest-house. 
Where did you find him?’ 


23) 


answered 
marks of 


river.” 
another one, ‘No 
identification of any kind.’ 

“The unseen talkers moved away. 
While I — I wrestled with the cold flesh 
that tied me down. Wrestled. and was 
hopelessly defeated. For T was dead .. , 

“After a time I discovered something 
that gave me a slight ray of hope —- not 
that T could regain my own healthy, living 
body which this traveler from a far planet 
had usurped, but that I might tell my 
story and have the usurper killed before 
he stole other people's bodies. 

“Tfound that. with his wasted, disease- 
racked, dead frame, I had inherited some 
slight trace of his marvelous ability to will 
himself from place to place. I could not 
move the solid flesh by thought tran- 
sterence as he could; but IT could tran- 
clothed in a 
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“When I stopped wrestling with the 
cold clay that tied my spirit down, I found 
I could rise quite easily. Too easily, in 
fact, for no thing of weight ever soared as 
lightly upward as 1 did. 

“From beside the marble slab IT stared 
down at the shell I had left, but to which I 
was still chained. I saw, line for line, the 
body of the monster that had robbed me 
of life and flesh. The tall, emaciated 
form; the long, thin hands, covered with 
fine, mouse-colored fur; the sunken 
cheeks; the enormous chest, twice as big 
as that of any average mortal — in a 
word, the body you seem to see me 
wearing now. 

“T gazed, soul-sick, at that travesty ot 
the human form, and reflected that I 
would shortly be exiled with it to the 
grave. Exile? The creature who had 
robbed me faced an exile far less fearful 
than mine! 

“And then I came to you. For you, 
will try to have. this story 
published, and let the people know of the 
alien horror that stalks in their midst. 
And you will try to get justice done the 
murderer of — John Carmody.” 

At the mention of that name I felt the 
breath catch in my throat, while my heart 


George, 


pounded in the grip of a superstitious 
terror. 

] had been amazed at this stranger's 
mention of a dog named Flix, and utterly 
astounded at his further mention of a 
servant named Saunders. For both those 
names were familiar to me. Now, to have 
him go on and claim he was John Car 
mody. one of my closest friends and as 
husky a young athlete as ever inherited a 
million dollars, was appalling! 

But I climbed determinedly out of my 
momentary lapse into credulity. These 
were names any one could find out easily. 

“You think I'm mad, don't you?” said 
the tall stranger. “I swear I'm not. 
George, look at me! Closely! My eyes —- 
my expression.” 

Almost against my will I searched that 
pallid face, now disclosed to me by the 
turning down of. the coat collar. Of 
course I found there no shadow of proof 
of the madman’s claim. The eyes were 
certainly not those of my friend, Car- 


mody. Nor were they red. 

There was nothing to be done but call 
assistance and have the maniac put away 
as gently as possible. I got up from the 
chair before my typewriter, and moved 
close to him, 

“Fve taken down your story.” I told 
him soothingly. “Tll see that it’s brought 
to public notice, and that justice is done. 
Now don’t you think you ought to turn in 
for the rest of the night? I'll call the room 
clerk and have him find a place for you—" 

“T read your thoughts as though your 
forehead were made of glass,” said the 
man wearily. “Well, I.didn't really hope 


I'd be believed. I could only try. And now 
I've got to be getting back to my body.” 

“Your body is right here,” I said. 
“Don't worry.” 


“You fool!” he blazed. “If you don't 


believe what I’m telling you — try to 
touch me. Your hand will go through me 
as it would through a bit of fog.” 

With this I turned to the telephone. 
Regardless of the risk to his feeble body, 
it was time to end this farce.I must phone 
the house doctor, and have him put in 
custody. 

Hardly had I turned my back when 
some sixth sense warned me to whirl 
around again. 

I did so, crouching instinctively to 
defend myself against.a maniacal attack. 

The man was gone. 

Dumbfounded, I glanced around the 
room. There was nowhere he could have 
hid. I dashed to the door, though I was 
sure he could not have reached it inthe 
second my back was turned to him. There 
was no one in the long corridor outside. 

The man was gone, as though he had 
indeed been but an intelligence clothed 
in the mere semblance of a body — a bit 
of fog dispelled by a breeze. 

Such was my strange visitor’s story, set 
down precisely as he dictated it. Such was 
his exit. 

A creature from distant Mars dragging 
his body here by thought transference? 
Attacked unexpectedly by half a dozen 
fatal diseases unknown on his sphere? 
Projecting his iron will from his own 


‘some quiet investigating. The 


dying, huge-chested frame:into the small- 
chested frame of an Earthman, and hence 
chaining himself forever to the denser 
atmosphere of Earth? Who would believe 
such a thing. 

I didn’t, of course. But, more for 
curiosity than any other reason, I began 
results 
were rather strange. 

Well, I'll give them to you so that you 
may have all the facts in your judging of 
this fantastic tale. 

John Carmody is at this moment — two 
days after the eery visit the pouter-pigeon 
of aman paid me — still in his town flat. I 
called on him, and he refused to see me, 
though we have been close friends for 
years. He sent out word that he was 
preparing for a long trip and was at that 
time too busy to see’ anybody. 

Saunders confided to me that he is 
going to leave Carmody’s employ as soon 
as he can. In the last two days Carmody 
has been acting so. strangely that 
Saunders is uneasy: he denies himself to 


all his old friends, and constantly per- 
forms deep-breathing and other chest 
expanding exercises. Too, his eyes have 
taken on a curious reddish tinge that 
alarms and puzzles Saunders. 

Carmody’s dog, Flix, had to be taken 
away day before yesterday. It had gone 
mad; and alternately tried to attack his 
master, and fled howling from him. 

On a marble slab in the morgue lies the 
most unusual corpse. It is the body of a 
very tall man, incredibly emaciated, with 
fine furry hair on the backs of the hands, 
and with a malformation of the chest that 
makes it look like the remains of an 
enormous pouter-pigeon. In every detail 
it is the twin brother of the madman who 
called on me six hours after this one’s 
reported death. 

These are the facts. Make of them what 
you wish. 


2 


WHEN HENRIEC CALVIN HANGEO A MAN IT WAS A JOB YOU'RE GIVEN TO 
EXQUISITELY CONE / THERE WAS NEVER A SLIP-UF, UNE Tae ent 
WARDEN/ LM IN 


NEVER A MOVE THAT LACKED HENREIO’S USUAL 
PRECISION! 


DEAD AS A DOORWALL, YES, HENREID, 
WARDEN... AND RIGHT ON YOU'RE IN FINE 
THE DOT OF FOUR AND 
A HALF MINUTES FROM 
THE MOMENT 
I BEGAN! 


EXCELLENT FORM... 
AND I'M THE BEST 
HANGMAN IN THE 
WORLO! 


ec 


HUNOREOD 
TIMES AND HE 
ALWAYS GIVES 


ME THE 


“CREEPS! 


~~ ea 


/ I'VE WATCHED 
; HIMDOTHISA 


NN 
¥ 


\ 


/ 
a 


1 
4 
j 
f 
t 


AH, A THING OF BEAUTY, 
EH, DOC? LOOK AT HOW 
EVENLY THE NECK f 
BONE |S CRACKED 


AND... 


ALL RIGHT, HENREID, 
ALL RIGHT! YOUIRE 
A FINE HANGMAN... 
LET'S DROP THE 
suBsect! 


YES, HENREID ENJOYED H/S WORK... ANP HE WANTED 


THE WHOLE WORLD TO KNOW /T,.. PARTICULARLY THE 
CRIMINALS WHOSE HAUNT? IT CELIGHTED HIM TO 
VISITS 


HAVE ANOTHER 


DRINK AND I'LL TELL YOU PLEASE, HENREID, 


PLEASANT ? WHAT COULD BE BULL 
MORE PLEASANT THAN A 
HANGING BY HENREID 7 IT'S ANC 
A MASTERPIECE... A 
WORK OF ART / LOOK AT 
McBRIDE ANO HERREN AT 
THE BAR... SEE HOW 

NERVOUS MY : 

PRESENCE 
MAKES THEM 2 


BUT 


WAS 
NEAR 
EVEN 
THEY 


GET AWAY 
FROM ME 

you LOoONy/ 
BEAT IT | 
BEFORE I,., 


YOU CAN'T 
FRIGHTEN ME, 
DUTCH... ANO 
MARK My 


OH, BUT YOU'VE GOT 
IT WRONG, DUTCH! 
SOMEDAY I'LL 
WRAP THE ROPE 
AROUND YOUR 
NECK AND... 


YOUILL DIE ON 
My GALLOWS! 


FROM THE 
END OF MY 
ROPE! 


REVERENCE « 


TREMBLED! 


WORDS...  S 


YOU'LL DANGLE 


ABOUT THE HANGING OF 
BAT DRISCOLL TODAY/ 


LET'S GET OUT OF 
HERE! THAT DIRTY 
HANGMAN MAKES 
ME S/CK! 


LET'S GET 
AWAY FROM 
THIS LOONS 
HE EVEN 

SMELLS 


OF 
DEATH! , 


WHEN HENREID LEFT THE BAR 
AND STARTEC HOME HE MADE 
ONE LAST STOP... AT THE 
| PRISON CEME TERY... 
eee apd okt ae 


7 
/ GOOD EVENING, imceeenaan 
YOURE RESTING WELL, I~ j 
TRUST ! IT WANT MY "WORK / 
OF ART” TOBE 4 
HAPPY! . é 


TALK ABOUT 
SOMETHING 
PLEASANT! 


I KNOW WHAT 
YOU MEAN... L 
SWEAR SOME 
DAY I'M GONNA Aj 
KILL HIM! 4 


Yes, HENREIO THOUGHT OF HIMSELF AS A TRUE ARTIS: r| | IT WAS SIX MONTHS LATER WHEN OUTCH HERREN 
1. AND THE BODIES OF THE MEN HE'? HANGED WERE '‘ MADE ONE FATAL MISTAKE AND... 


Yj 
HS CREA TIONS! ( [= 


IN LIFE YOU WERE WOTHING/ \ 
MURCERERS, THIEVES, 7 
CUT- THROATS... BUT IN —~ 
DEATA I'VE MADE you a 
HONORABLE! __- 


IT'S JUST LIKE L SAID 
ISN'T IT, DUTCH 7 HERE 
YOU ARE... ON MY 
SCAFFOLO!S BUT 
DON'T WORRY, MY 
FRIEND! A HANGING 

BY HENREID |S 

BSEAUTIFUL / IT'S.., 


Se 


SECONDS LATER CUTCH'S BODY DANGLES LIFELESSLY... 


DUTCH'S DEATH CAME AS A BITTER BLOW To HIS 
FRIENO, BULL, AND THAT MIGHT IN A DINGY ROOM 


HE GETS ON THE OTHER SIDE OF TOWN! 
HA! HA! APPRECIATE IT, WORSE ALL 
DUTCH? A PITY IT WAS THE TIME! HE'S HENREIO KILLED DUTCH... 


CRAZY! JUST LIKE HE SAID AND 
TONIGHT HE'LL BE COMING 
AROUND TO DOLAN'S PLACE 


TO BRAG ABOUT IT. 


ALL OVER SO FAST, ISN'T 
IT 2 YES, IT'S JUST THE 
WAY L PROMISED, 
DUTCH / 


YUH, GONNA 
KILL HIM, 
BULL? 


FOOLS, YOU CAN'T 


No! THAT'O BE TOO GOOD ANC LATER WHEN HENREIC CAME \ INTO 
FOR HIM... 700 EASY! I'M OUT OF DOLAN'S PLACE... THE ALLEY, GET AWAY WITH 
GONNA CRACK EVERY BONE HENREID! THIS! TIM 

IN HIS BODY/ I'M GONNA MAKE WELL... WELL.. INOISPENSABLE 


TO THE PRISON 
DEATH HOUSES OF 
FIVE STATES! 
THEY'LL HUNT YOU 
DOWN LIKE 
LOGS! 


YOU TURNED UP NOT DOING 
AFTER ALL, BULL! / ANY MORE 
L MISSED You TALKING 
TONIGHT / I : 

WANTED TO 
TALK To you ! 


A CRIPPLE OUT OF HIM--AND 
THE MORE HE SCREAMS, 
THE BETTER T'LL LIKE IT/ 


WE'RE SAFE ENOUGH, LISTEN TO NOW 7A/S BETTER CUT 
HENREID! YOU SEE WE!RE THAT ARM THE 1S MY IDEA \( ITOUT SOON, 
NOT GOING TO KILL YOU! ]/ \_ BREAK... BRUTAL BULL! 


OFA 
WE'RE JUST GOING : IT'S LIKE BEATING ») PLEASANT HE LOOKS 
70 BREAK EVERY Music! LASTED EVENING! HALF- DEAD 


WT 


BONE /N YOUR FOR AN 
BODY... LIKE THIS! : : 5 HOUR 
S AND 
HENREID'S 
SCREAMS 
SUBSIDED 
INTO 
LOW 
MOANS... 
HE WAS 
LIKE A 
WOUNDED 
ANIMAL 


WHEN THE AVENGERS WALKED 
OUT OF THE ALLEY, THEY LEFT A 
BROKEN, SHATTERED HULK BEHIND... 


YOUR RECOVERY \V/ MY BODY I'M SORRY FITZ I 
IS AMEDICAL IS STILL HENREID,.. IT'S HAVEN'T LOST 
MARVEL, MR GOOD MMPOSSIBLE! MY SKILLS 
HENRICK ! OF ENOUGH YOUIRE JUST I UNOERSTAND 
COURSE, WE CAN 4s TO DO MY NOT FITS BENTON is 
NEVER DO JOB... AND THE WARDENS 4 THE OFFICIAL 
ANYTHING THAT'S ALL OF THE OTHER HANGMAN Now! 
ABOUT YOUR PRISONS FEELS }| WHY THE 
CRIPPLED EXACTLY MAN KNows 
: THE SAME WAY! NOTHING 
ABOUT THEART 
«NOTHING / 


l Bur /T WAS NO USE! NO PRISON WouLD EMPLOY \} YWHEN BULL MCBRIDE RETURNED TO HIS ROOM THA 7 MIGHT, 
| THE CRIPPED HENFEID... Wergees HORROR GREETED HIM... 
: meri NOT FIT, THEY = A: 
SAY... D/LL SHOW THEM! HENREID CAN PERFORM A GOOD 
AND THE MEN WHO AANGING UNDER THE MOST 
MAIMED ME WILL QIFFICULT CONDITIONS, BULL! 
BE THE MMEANS OF : DON'T YOU AGREE 2 
SHOWING JUST Ye 
HOW FIT I AM/ a <aiey 
AN 


HENRE/O/ T HEARD HE 
WAS SORE BECAUSE HE 
THE SAME KNOTS COULDN'T GET HIS JoB 
ON BOTH NOOSES... BACK... AND REMEMBER 
THAT SPEC/AL WHEN HE WENT TO THE 
KNOT THATONLY | HOSPITAL HE TOLD US 
ONE MAN EVER \ BULL HAD CRIPPLED 
HIM... BUT WE 
COULDN'T PROVE IT! 


END IN HIS ROOM... 


NOT EVEN SOMETHING 
OVERHEAD TO RUN THE 
ROPE THROUGH, BUT 

YOU'RE DYING JUST 

THE SAME BECAUSE 

HENREID ISA 
MASTER! 
AN ARTIST / 


fees ecto hte re 
THEN... IN THE PRISON WHERE HENREID HAD ONCE 


WHEN THE POLICE CAME FOR HIM, HENREID DID NOT 
BEEN HANGMAN... 


DENY HIS GUILT/ ANO WHEN HIS TRIAL WAS OVER... 


|... AND YOU SHALL BE 
WANGED BY THE NECK 
UNTIL YOU ARE DEAD! 


I'D LIKE To BE 
KIND, HENREID.., 
BUT L CAN’7T/ 
YOU'RE EV/L 
ALL THE WAY 
THROUGH / 


you SAID I WAS NO LONGER 
FIT TO HANG MEN, WARDEN / 
L'VE PROVED YOU WERE 
WRONG... AND I'M GOING 
TO GIVE YOU FURTHER 
PROOF! 


[7 WAS OVER, HE HAD AMPLE TIME 


AN THAT NIGHT... WHEN AN UNWARY 
70 EFFECT HIS ESCAPE... 


TURNKEY ANSWERED HENREIO'S CALL... 


HA! HA! 7H/19, McFARLAND 
(S JUST A VARIATION ON 
HANGING ! S/MIPLE... 
IF DONE WITH 
SKILL/ 


YOU SAY BENTON WILL 
HANG ME? THAT CLUMSY 
OAF SL HA, HA! NEVER 
NEVER / 


BENTON/ THAT BUNGLING 
IDIOTS NO, IT WAS NOT MEANT 
THAT I, THE GREAT 
HENREIO, OIE BY HIS 
HANO! HAL HAL 


THE THOSE DARN DOGS I TELL YOu AWN®O IN A SECRET CAVE NOT FIVE MILES 
SEARCH I GUESS THEY THINK IT'S HOPELESS! FROM THE PRISON... 
FOR THE THAT SQU/RREL IN WE'LL WEVER . IT WON'T BE LONG 
MAD THE TREE IS HENREID/ FIND HIM / NOW! NO NOT LONG 


CRIPPLE 
LASTED 
LONG 
INTO THE 
NMGHT,.. 
ANO ON 

INTO THE 
NEXT 
DAY, 

BUT TO 

NO AVAIL / 
THE 
STATE 
POLICE 
OF THREE 

STATES 

WERE 
UNABLE 
7O FIND 

Alms 


ATALL/ 


o~ zs 

\ A MONTH HAD PASSED WHEN TWO HUNTERS LOST THEY RAN SCREAMING FROM THE WOODS AND FOUND THEM- 
IN THE WOODS CAME ACROSS A STRANGE AND SELVES AT THE GATES OF THE PRISON! LATER THE WARDEN 
HORRIF YING SIGHT... AND? THREE GUARDS MADE THEIR WAY BACK To THE SCENE 


OF THE DISCOVERY... Fe 


WARDEN... DO YOU 
SUPPOSE...? I MEAN, I DON'T KNOW, 
DO YOU THINK 
MAYBE... 7 


f 


THAT'S A/M 

ALL RIGHT... 

AND LOOK 
THERE'S A NOTE 

ATTACHED TO 4 


YES, THE BODY WAS HENREIO'S! THE 
MAD HANGMAN HAD AN OPD SENSE 
OF JUSTICE... HE HAD NO INTENTION 
OF ESCAPING PUNISHMENT... HE 
MERELY WISHED 7O BE THE 

EXECTIONER... /N HIS OWN 
INIMITABLE FASHION! 


WIP, THAT'S RIGHT! WE DON'T 
KNOW HOW HE DID IT! BUT 
HENREID HANGED HIMSELF! 


Y NO,FATHER, FOR THE FIRST 
TIME IN MY LIFE I'M SANE/ I 
WAS CRAZY NOT TO DO THIS 
YEARS AGO ! SAY A PRAYER, 
OLD MAN, YOU'RE 
GOING TO QIE / 


ROBIN, NO... FOR 
THE LOVE OF " 
HEAVEN, NO! YOU'VE 
GONE CRAZY! 
PLEASE... 


ES casanel 


WICTOR'S WOROS ARE ADDRESSED JO HS ONLY SON, ROBIN, 
WHO TLUIRNS AWAY AT THE SIGHT OF THE ee CEOOe 
DRIBBLING DOWN THE CUTTING BLOCK .. pr : 


Y- YES, FATHER 
THERE'S NOTHING | 
LIKE A GOOD 
SLAUGHTER! 


\ ON THE CORNER OF MAIN AND CENTER 


(WiETOR COREY'S BUTCHER SHOP /S 
STREETS IN ALLENTOWN L£ 


p 


NOTHING LIKE A GOOD 
CLEAN KILL, EH, ROBIN ¥ 
TOO BAO MORE PEOPLE 
DON'T KNOW THAT 
BUTCHERING |S 
A REAL ART! 


OH, PAROON ME, : 
YOUR ROYAL HIGHNESS, 
I FORGOT HOW AIGA AND }. 
MIGHTY YOU ARE! HOW / 
DAINTY! “ 


YOU'RE GUTLESS, ROBIN! 
YOU'RE CHICKEN / YOU 
AIN'T GOT THE COURAGE 
OFA TEENAGE G/RL/ 


LT'VE NEVER 
WANTED TO BE 
A BUTCHER! 
L HATE IT! 


HA! GO GET ANOTHER JOB THEN... I AIN'T 
SEGGING YOU TO STAY! BUT YOU CAN'T GET 
ANOTHER JOB... THAT TAKES GU7S, AND 
YOU AIN'T GOT 'EM ! IF IT WEREN'T FOR 
ME, YOU'D STARVE TO DEATH/ 


ROBIN TRIES TO /GNORE HIS FATHER'S 


LET'S SEE IF YOU'VE GOT THE GUTS 


VICTOR COREY SLAPS HIS 


INSULTS, BUT ON THIS MORNING HE TO BACK UP YOUR WORDS / SON AGAIN ANO AGAIN,.. 
CAN MAINTAIN HIS S/LENCE NO - 
LONGER... 
YOU NO-GOOD 
FOR PETE'S SAKE, LITTLE 
hhh SHUT- poe ee 
UP/IIM SICK YOU TO 
OF LISTENING TALK FRESH TO STOP I THOUGHT 
TO YOUR... YOUR OWN ITS so, YOU 
FATHER.., STOP | SNIVELING 
ane 7 EXCUSE 
FORA 


UGH, YOU MAKE ME 
S/ICK/ YOU HAVEN'T EVEN 
GOT THE GUTS TO DEFEND fhe 
YOURSELF AGAINST A NZ 
MAN ALMOST TWICE f 
YOUR AGE! 


ea ei So = . 
RoBIN'S LIFE 1S SHEER TORTURE! HE HATES HIS FATHER, | 

| HE HATES BEING A BUTCHER, ANO-HATES ALLENTOWN... | 
EXCEPT FOR NANCY POTTER, THE GIRL HE'S BEEN 

DATING 


i 


t oy 


NANCY HONEY, 


IM CRAZY 


ABOUT YOU... 


NANCY, TRY TO 
BE PATIENT! 
I--L'VE GOT TO 
HAVE TIMIE/ 


HONEY, I JUST CANT 
GO ON THIS WAY... YEAR 
AFTER YEARS ROBIN, 
WE'RE BOTH GETTING 
OLDER! WHEN ARE 
WE GOING TO GET 4 
MARRIEO ? 


PATIENT ? WHAT HAVE WELL, EH... ITIS MY 
I BEEN FOR THREE FATHER, HONEY! HE 
YEARS ? ROBIN, WHY. /.\ DOESN'T KNOW ABOUT 
CAN'T WE GET US AND... 
MARRIED #7 WHY 27 : my ree 
WAY 2 WHAT ARE 


YOU AFRAIO OF ©, ‘u 
> 


| jot 


DOESN'T KNOW WELL, TO 


erg 


ABOUT US? ROBIN, TELL THE 

DO YOU MEAN TO TRUTH, WO, 

TELL ME YOUR HE DOESN'T! 
I DIDN'T 


FATHER DOESN'T 
KNOW WE WANT 
TO GET MARRIED 
AFTER ALL THESE 


TELL HIM 
BECAUSE... 
BECAUSE... 


c 


BUT WHAT CAN ROBIN SAY 7 
/7'S HARD TO AOMIT THAT YOU 
L/VE IN TERROR OF YOUR FATHER... 


ROBIN, I'VE HEARO THAT 
YOU WERE A COWARD! BUT 
LVE NEVER SEL/EVEO JT... 
UNTIL NOW! I WON'T SEE 

YOU AGAIN UNTIL YOU CAN 
SETA DATE FOR OUR 

WEDDING J I DON'T WANT 
A MAN WHO'S AFRAID 
OF HIS FATHER/ 


ROBIN TRIES TO PROTEST BUT 
/7'S FUTILE, NANCY POTTER HAS 
/SS8UED AND ULTIMATUM... 


eer ce 


ROBIN IS A DEJECTED YOUNG MAN AS HE WALKS 
DOWN THE STREET TOWARD THE HOUSE HE 


SHARES WITH FATHER .. 


MAYBE HE'LL BE REASONABLE FOR 
THE FIRST TIME IN HIS LIFE / WHY 
SHOULD HE CARE /— I GET 

MARRIED 7 I-T/LL TALK 
TO HIM TONIGHT! 


IM SERIOUS! 
THERE'S NO REASON 
\ WHY LT SHOULON'T 
: MARRY! 


MARRIED ? YOU GET 

MARRIED ? OH, HA, 

HA, HA, DON'T MAKE 
ME LAUGH! _, 


THAT'S WHERE YOU'RE 


FORTUNATELY, 


GO AHEAD, MARRY HER, SONNY, AND START 


WRONG, SONNY! THERE NANCY DOESN'T LOOKING FOR A NEW JOB! I AIN'T SUPPORTING 
/S A REASON... MARRIAGE AGREE WITH YOU... YOU AND A WIFE AND MAYBE A COUPLE OF KIOS/ 
18 FOR MEN... ANO AND I DON'T CARE ITIS BAD ENOUGH HAVING YoU SPONGE OFF 
YOU'RE NOT A MAN! WHAT YOU SAY... ee 


IM GOING 7O 
MARRY HER! 


OH, DARLING, YOU TOLD HIM! KNEW 
YOU WOULD! LT KNEW YOU WEREN'T 
AFRAID! WHEN CAN WE GETA 
LICENSE 7 


\. MES IF YOU GET MARRIED, YOU'RE FIRED! 


p WHY, YOU.,, 


SLOWLY NANCY REAL/IZES THE TRUTH... 


YOU DIDNT 


YES, I DID, BUT HE SAID 
TELL HIM! YOU 


IF L GOT MARRIED, HE'D 


Bur Even AS 
HE SPUT TERS 
ANP YELLS, 
ROBIN KNOWS 
HE'S DEFEATED 
ww AE CANT 
GET ANOTHER 
JOB IN 
ALLENTOWN: 
HE TRIED 
TWO YEARS 
AGO... 


QION'T! FIRE ME/ DON'T YOU SEE, 
NANCY, T COULDN'T 
SUPPORT YOU, 


I COULDN'T... 


ml 


ie sack 


OUT HIS TALE OF WOE ANO WHEN 
HE’S FIN/SHED / 


GOOD-BYE, ROBIN! I'M GLAD 
I FOUND OUT ABOUT YOU BEFORE 
IT WAS 700 LATES IF yYou'o 
BEEN A REAL MAN, WE 
COULD HAVE MADE A NEW 
START... BUT YOU'RE TOO 
GUTLESS/ Too 
COWAROLY!/ 


WANCY LISTENS AS ROBIN, oe LATER... 


WHEN ROBIN APPEARS AT THE 
BUTCHER SHOP THE NEXT 
MORNING VICTOR KNOWS THAT 
HE'S WON... 


S-SHE'S RIGHT... AND SO 
(SNIFF) 1S HE! THEY'RE BOTH 
RIGHT ! I AM A COWARD! 
A SNIVEL/ING EXCUSE FOR 

A MAN/ I EVEN CRY LIKE 
A WOMAN! 


WELL, WELL, 
IF IT AIN'T THE GREAT 
LOVER 7? WHAT'S THE 
MATTER, SONNY, YOU 
TURN CAICKEN AGAIN 7 
DECIDE NOT TO GIT 
MARRIED AFTER ALL? 
HA HA HA HAHA! 


THE NEXT S/X MONTHS ARE THE LONL/EST, 
WITHOUT NANCY H/S WORLD 1S UTTERLY DISMAL 
AND BLEAK... ANP ON A DAY IN WINTER HE SEES 
AN ANNOUNCEMENT WHICH MAKES A 
RECONCILATION HOPELESS... 


t 

DID YOU SEE WHERE THAT \' 
EX- GIRL OF YOURS GOT, 
MARRIED ¥ HA HA HA HAL 
GUESS SHE FINALLY 
FOUND HERSELF A 
REAL MAN, EH 7. 


RoBIN'S FULL ANGER AND 
HATRED BUILO SLOWLY AS 
HE STARES AT HIS FATHER... 


SHUCKS, NOs IF 
WOULON'T YOu'D SHOWED A 
HAVE FIRED LITTLE COURAGE, 
. MEZ I'D HAVE MADE 
YOU A FULL 
PARTNER! BUT 
EVEN LOVE WASN'T 
BIG ENOUGH TO 
MAKE A MIAN 


D'LL TELL YOU SOMETHING, SONNY! 
WHEN L TOLD YOU I'D FIRE YOU 
IF YOU GOT MARRIED, ZT WAS 

TESTING YOU / I WANTED TO 
SEE IF LOVE WOULO CHANGE 
you! I WANTED To SEE IF YOU'D 
HAVE THE GL/TS TO STAND ON 
YOUR OWN TWO FEET ! 


MAYBE IF LOVE i 
COULDN'T MAKE ME 
A MAN, HATE WILL! 


| Mis ARM MOVES UP THE WALL WHERE THE 7 
SAWS ANC CLEAVERS ANO KNIVES HANG 
Si 


} 


| i AND FINALLY SETTLE LIPON THE HANOLE OF THE B8/IGGEST 
LIMMERING /N THE MORNING SUN... J ie MEAT CLEAVER... . oe 


SO IM A COWARD, Vr] 
AM L? GUTLESS, 
AM I2 WELL, WE'LL 
SEE WHO'S THE 
CHICKEN (NV 
THIS FAMILY! 


WICTOR IS TOO ENGROSSED IN HIS ROBIN, (N HY YOU WANTED YOU LIKE TO YOUVE 
BUTCHERING TO OBSERVE ROBIN'S THE NAME |i ME To BEA SEE BLOOD LOST YOUR 
ACTIVITIED.. OF HEAVEN fei BUTCHER, DRIPPING OFF MINDS 

; COME HERE OLO WHAT-- £5 DIDN'T YOU, THE CHOPPING 

MAN, THE TIME HAS WHAT Ba FATHER ? WELL, 8LOCK, CON'T 
FINALLY COME TO ARE YOu § YOU'RE you? IT'S A 
SETTLE ACCOUNTS! DOING... gitity GOING PITY YOU WON'T 

é : BE ALIVE TO 


SEE IT NOW 
FATHER... 
YOUR 

BLOOD! 


1. ANO THAT'S FOR NANCY! LCOULD 
HAVE MARRIED HER I= 1T HAON'T 
BEEN FOR YOU! AND THAT'S FOR 
ALL THE YEARS YOU'VE TAUNTED 
ME, SNEEREC AT ME! 
ANO THAT'S FOR... 


TUM DE 0UM 
TA DUM OEE... 


HOURS LATER ROBIN SITS ON THE FL OOR, ON THE FLOOR, ANO ON THE 
COUNTER, ARE THE /NSIDES OF VICTOR COREY... ROBIN HAS PROVED. 
HIS POINT, FOR WHO CAN DENY THAT AT THIS MOMENT 

HIS FATHER 1S VERY DEFINITELY GUTLESSLI 
nae"! 


L.,. GH, EH, L SHOWED 
HIM, EH, EH, EH! WHOIS 
GUTLESS NOW! 
EH, EH, FH. 


7 BEGAN IN THE WORKSHOP OF 
THE BARTON MUSEUM, WHERE I 


WORKED ON THE RESTORATION OF ANCIENT 
SOUTH AMERICAN RELICS... 


THIS IZ ALMOST 
IMPOSSIBLE — 
BUT THIS STONE 


>, FROM CHINTZIN- 
Ese {LTZ 1S NOT IN 
eed THE USUAL 
ee PICTURE 


ij WRITING! 


Pagina NO TIME... AMAZING! 


CERTAINLY } 
LOOK, DIRECTOR KANE—/ UNLIKE ANY- 
THIS MAYAN STONE THING I'VE 


HAS A NEW yom EVER SEEN: 
TYPE OF Vem BETTER SEND 
WRITING “i Ee IT OVER TO y 
ON IT... fA = ee ]\ DECIPHER, page 
; j \ “A TOM! 


MEXICO! THIS IS INCREDIBLE! WITH 
THESE WE COULD DECIPHER 
THE MAYAN GLYPHS! THIS IS 
ANOTHER ROSETTA STONE! 


DR. JAMISON — SURELY, TOM, I'D 
CAN L INTERRUPT? | BE GLAD TO WORK 
I HAVE A RUNIC ITOUT FOR YOU... 
THAT NEEDS WHERE |S IT FROM? 
DECIPHERING... 


= gt ars 
Rb BAVIR feb 8 


Me rer... 
NOW REME SRE DE 


MBER, NOT EVEN \ 
THE CAPTAIN KNOWS OUR 


Bar STARTED A MAD WHIRL OF KK 

PLANNING — UNTIL FINALLY WE HAD 
AW EXPEDITION PLANNED — WITH 

DIRECTOR apa oan INV CHARGE. EUR PORE TH Alea ISA. 

Zy ve. THE DISCOVERIES 

Yj, J WE HOPE TO MAKE MUST 

Ve / sY,\ BE KEPT UNDER WRAPS 

UNTIL WE'RE SURE OF 


YOu' VE ALL 
UNPACKED, 
MEET IN MY 


f- WASN'T LONG BEFORE WE WERE 
IN SIGHT OF THE VEROANT JUNGLE 
COUNTRY OF YUCATAN —ANO OVER EVERY- 
ONE CREPT THE OLEFP, THROBEING } 

FASCINATION OF THESE TROP/C SHORES, IS SUCCESSFUL, 


YOU'LL BE AN 
IMPORTANT 


fs .- BZ 


PORT IN SIGHT! 
PREPARE FOR 
LANDINGS ! 


OKAY, GET OFF \Z 
Zp? THESE HATCH- LA 
7 COVERS. JOHN— BILL— 6 Z 
GET DOWN AND HOOK é 
UP CARGO! 


aN 


x 


ThE Town was Fute OF ¥ 
EXCITEMENT AND NOISE 
AS WE DOCKED. «. 


MA uesricatty OUR SHIP STEAMED INTO THE 
SMALL HARBOR OF SAN ANGELO OBISPO... THE NEAREST 
POINT TO THE HIDDEN TREASURES OF CHINTZIN-ILTZ, 


SACKED CITY ve THE MAYA.. COLA 


3 IT LOOKS LIKE — — 
WE'VE COME ON SOME 
KIND: OF FESTIVAL = 


Ano THE PEOPLE OF SAN ANGELO FPARAQED BEFORE OUR CEASE ie 
AND one EYES... 


SLi 
ay la! 
WHA 


7 IND WE LOACED ¢ 
UT THE WORKS) : OUR TRUCKS..- 


CONTINUED... ), SUPPLIES, DIESELS. 
EVERY THING / | 


5 Ae THEN, AS WE TOPPED THE LAST HILL, 

s\ THERE IT WAS — THE ANCIENT CITY THAT HAC 
ieee ae oS : BEEN BUILT BY A LOST CIVILIZATION 
THE SMOLDERING DESERT 
OF CENTRAL YUCATAN 2+. THE 
MOUNTAINS WE STROVE 70 ; 
REACHED SEEMED ALWAYS , Liste liars 

DARLING! IT's 

Ge RR ee = [ FANTASTIC! 

a, : ALMOST LIKE 

LANDING ON 
MARS! 


\ 


eT 
ie 


YOU SENT TOM— WE'RE 
FOR MEZ \ ALMOST LATE... BUT 
WHAT'S UP, | WE'LL HAVE TO GO 
DIRECTOR? / OUT TO THE RUINS 
TONIGHTIIF THE RUNIC 
STONE WAS CORRECT, 


Mc soon... 
TOM— DIRECTOR.KANE WANTS YOU IN HIS TENT... \ ’ 
a THE KEY WILL SHOW 


DARLING, I'M FRIGHTENED... I'VE SW 
NEVER SEEN HIM ACTING és AN ON THE MAIN PYRAMD 
WY 


\ 


WHAT'S 

HIS HURRY ? 
OKAY, LET ME GET, 
THIS PEG IN ae 


Chisewe WE RACED UP THE B/G STEPS 
1«:ANO THERE ON TOP WERE CONFRONTED 
BY A FANTASTICALLY HUGE MOON... 


i YES— LET'S HURRY... 
WE'VE EIGHT MINUTES 
TO CLIMB . THAT 
PYRAMID —COME 


THERE SHE 19... AN 
UNSOLVED RIDDLE FOR 
THOUSANPS OF YEARS— 
AND TO THINK... MAYBE 
TONIGHT,.. 


NOW WE 
WAIT TWO 
MINUTEG..,. 


L ALMOST 
FEEL 
AFRAID! THIS 
IS LIKE 
INVADING 
ANOTHER 


Kane WAS A MALMAN... 
HE RAN DOWN THE 


THAT'S IT, TOM! 
THAT RAY OF 


IT'S HERE 
MOONLIGHT SHINES ) PYRAMID WITH AN ABANDON gee Ui 
ON A GLYPH THAT TWAT THREATENED TO ue 


ACTS LIKE A CIPHER DESTROY HIM. .- 


KEY... ae CAN, READ 
7 NOW! 


READ IT 
ALL! ALL 
ZA OF IT I$ 


MINE! 
diy 


HAH- HAH- 
HAH! IT's 
UNLOCKED! 
WE'VE GOT 


f 


Library AWARE OF WHAT HE WAS CONG, QUE WOROS ECHOED IN THE EERIE 
KANE BEGAN TO READ ALOUO THE WRITING | SHADOW OF CHINTZIN-/LTZ..-THEN AS LZ 
ON THE PYRAMID WALL... STAREO IN TERROR, A MONSTROL/S FORM 
GROKE FROM BELOW THE EARTH — THE 
FEATHERED 
SERPENT / 


WHO CALLS 
L/PON 
QUETZACOATL? 


«FOR THE OPENING SHALL BE UPON 
THE SOUNDING OF THE WORDS OF 

FATE... AND THEY SHALL SAY — "RISE, 
O' FATHER SERPENT... RISE AND BE 
ONE WITH US...” 


JOYCE! KANE HAS UN- 
LEASHED THE FEATHERED 
SERPENT... WE'VE GOT TO 
GET OUT OF HERE 
FAST. 


OH, FEATHERED 
ONE — IT WAS 
I—I THAT 
WOULD 
BRING THY 
NAME 

AGAIN TO 
GLORY... 


ME—LZ HEADED SACK 
7O CAMP...1N MY MIND 
WAS ONE FEAR... WOULD 
THAT MONSTER HURT JOYCE? 


SURRENDER MY 

BRIDE, FOOL—OR 
n THE LIVES OF ALL 
HERE HALL BE 
FORFEIT! 


Tom ! LOOK. 


BEHIND You! eee 


KANE... DESTROY § 
THAT MONSTER 
BEFORE IT DESTROYS 


SS 
N 


I'M GOING WITH HIM, L/T DURING THE FOLLOWING DAYS, WHILE Z RACKEO MY 
TOM... HE MEANS WHAT BRAINS 7O FIND A WAY OF SAVING JOYEE, KANE ANO HIF 
HE SAYS... TAKE CARE | \MONSTROUS FET VISITED SAN ANGELO... LEAVING (NV THEIR 
OF YOURSELF, DARLING. }/ WAKE A PATH . OF RUIN, BLOOD ANO HORROR... YX 


; SP ge MY HA-HA! HA- 
‘ mg HA! 
~. ; 
XI 


Lily MINO REELED WITH THE 
IMPACT OF WHAT ZL REAL ON 
THOSE ANCIENT STONES...A 
MESSAGE OF 11ORROR THAT 

SHOULD NEVER HAVE SEEN 
THE LIGHT OF OAY..- 


ems ALL THIS DESTRUCTION, ¥ THIS IS (TNT FITS...1 
LI SPENT MY 7T/ME SLOWLY CAN READ THEM NOW! Why, 
CHECKING EVERY SYMBOL IN @IT'S EASY, TERRIBLY EASY! 
THE AREA OF THE PYRAMID | YES, THERE'S THE INCANTATION 
KANE HAD FOUND, AGA/WSTY KANE USED... THANK 
MY RUMIC KEY. - HEAVENS... HERE IT IS... 
- NO! I(T CAN'T BE... 


| Ty ee HEART MISSED A © 

a | BEAT... THERE WAS JOYCE! | 
INALLY I WAS PREPARED... \ BUT THERE, BESIDE THE 

ANO LZ BEGAN THE LONG, HARD )$LUMBERING RELIC OF A 

CLIMB TO WHAT THE ave FORGOTTEN AGE —VWAs 

HAD TOLD ME WAS THE LAIR ane ee 

GF THE MAL PRIEST. ANO wee. 

'QUETZACOA TL IG 


VM NOT 
BOWING, 


YOU'LL 
BOW DOWN 
TO ME! JUST 
AS ALL THE 


STHEN I REMEMBERED THE PHRASE ON THE 
TEMPLE ~— QUETZACOATL AND THE SOUL OF 
THE H/GH PRIEST ARE ONE—-ANO (NOI F/BLE 
wilh E COULD KILL KANE, I WOULD DESTROY 
THE SERPENT... eae 5 — 


YOU FIEND! 
YOU'RE NOT 
HUMAN! NOT 
ANYMORE! 


WHERE WAS A BLINCOING FLASH...ANO FOR 
A MOMENT 7O MY DAZZLED EYES, /7 GLLMED 
A? THOUGH IN SOME STRANGE WAY, KANE ANO 
QUETZACOATL HAP MERGED...AND Ag THE. 


Ve 
INSCRIPTION HAD SAID... WERE OWE « he 


THE HARD WAY, THAT /7 /S NEITHER © 
WISE... NOR SAFE... 7O, 
CURSE A CORPSE/ & 


QUIARTIN JACOBY, OFFICE MANAGER OF 
GORMLY /NC. RECEIVES A SHOCKING 


SURPRISE AS HE REPORTS 70 WORK 
EARLY ONE MORNING... 


HAVEN'T 
WHY IS EVERYONE ¥W YOU HEARD? 
STANDING AROUND THE BOSS 
WITH SUCH LONG 


MR. GORMLY DEAD?! 
HOW... TERRIBLE... ! 


MR.GORMLY GAVE ME A JOB 
DURING THE DEPRESSION... 
WHEN NO ONE ELSE WOULD 

GIVE ME A BREAK... HE WAS 
A... WONDERFUL MAN... 


x 


EN 


i 


SO THE OLD Y7 L HOPE HE ROTS/ 

DUFFER IS DEAD Ma SURE HE GAVE ME 

AT LAST! GOOO.’ Mm MY START! BUT 

I'VE PRAYED FOR & <i I'VE GOT BIG PLANS! 

THIS WONDERFUL AND PART OF 
ZA A 

NEWS FOR YEARS. ARE TO ELE 


HOUSE ROOM, MARTIN JACOBY SHRIEKS 
WITH OLABOLIC GLEE... 7 
Sy 
HA! HA! HA!— 
HO! HO! — HEE! 


GAREFUL 
JACOBY! 
FOLLOWING 
IN A DEAD 
MAN'S FOOT- 
STEPS CAN 
LEAD... TO 
THE GRAVE / 


} ca R/L HATE YOU, DESPISE YOU, LOATHE 
WZ you! EVERYONE THOUGHT YOU 

7 | WERE BETTER THAN ME, BECAUSE 
YOU WERE THE BOSS! 


ARE you L/STEN/ING, GORMLY? 4 
FOR THE FIRST TIME IN ALL THE “J 
YEARS I'VE KNOWN YOU, I'M GOING 
TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH ABOUT / 


HOW I FEEL ABOUT 


> | 


Y4 


= mead ail 2 

WELL, YOU'RE NOT IN THE HIGH— 7M GOING TO BE THE NEW 
AND MIGHTY BOSS ANYMORE! NOW Boss! ME, MARTIN JACOBY: 
YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER STINKING THE ESTATE ADMINISTRATORS 

\ CORPSE MOULDERING IN A GRAVE! TOLD ME THAT TODAY! WHAT 
DO YOU THINK OF THAT, 


“4 


a) 
ee S/ 


\\Y ??-HELP/ I— 
A 7m FALLING! 


) HALHALHA! \'m 
STEPPING INTO YOUR SHOES, 
GORMLY! YOU, WHO DRAGGED 
ME OUT OF THE GUTTER! /™M™ 
TAKING OVER! HA-HA! 
HAA—AAAA ! I'M 
STOMPING ON YOUR 
,, GRAVE! g 


7- TRAPPED! 
HELPLESSLY 
TRAPPED! 


Dow DROPS JACOBY LOWER AND LOWER 
INTO THE SOFT GARTH >.» ir 

L... ''LL BE GURIED  JOSi4Ar 
ALIVE! OH, NO... — 
N—NOS// 


UT THERE /S NO ANSWER TO MARTIN'S 

VITALS AS HE REALIZES THE SHRIEKS ... FOR THE CEMETERY /$ FAR 

GHASTLINESS OF HIS GRUESOME FROM TOWN... ANO THE CEMETERY'S 

FPREQICAMENT. . . CARETAKER /S DEEP IN A ORUNKEN 
SLUMBER... is 


YOU DID THIS TO ME, GORMLY! BUT YOU'RE WRONG... =a, 


YOU! YOU! YoU THINK WRONG! I'LL LIVES DO = 
YOU'RE GOING TO MAKE A YOU HEAR ME, GORMLY? 
CORPSE OUT OF, ME LIKE YOU MARTIN JACOBY WILL 
ARE, DON'T YOU?22 Sy NOT OIE LZ! 
bh = MI 


_DHEN, IT DEVELOPS (NTO A 
‘DOWNPO UR! 
wy (GASP !/)— IT'S... IT'S 
\ 
\ DRENCHING ME. 
R-RUNNING (GASP) — 
DOWN INTO MY EYES... 


VATE THEN IT BEGINS... AT FIRST, JUST A 
FEW SCATTERED DROPS... 


STHERE [5 A 
SUDDEN LIGHTNING 
CURSE YoU)... FLASH... A PEAL OF 
CURSE YOUR CRASHING THUNDER / 
ROTTING BONES, | LOOSENED BY THE 
ane MAY _/ CASCADING RAIN, 

YOU BURN THE MASSIVE 

/N  ADES!. Wf I’ GRAVESTONE 
BEGINS SLIPPING 
FORWARD TOWARD & 


SIE WHAT ARE you 
AW STARING AT, | 


EVIL LITTLE EYES... 
STARING AT ME OUT 
OF THE BLACKNESS! 


THE (MPRISONED 


THE GRAVESTONE... 
si MOVED 
ak cas 


GET OFF! CRAWL OFF, 
YOU UGLY, FAT, SLIMY 
OBSCENITY! 


lp PCE | i 
CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 
ea. ai, 7 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


With Combination Lock 


— 


Only You Can Open $700 


Just imagine your friends shock 
when they walk into your room and 
see the “Monster” reaching out— 
bigger than life-Frankenstein, the 
original man-made monster, that 
creation of evil genius that terror- 
ized the world. A giant 7 feet tall, 
his eyes glow eerily as his hand 
reaches out—as aweful and sinister 
as the wildest nightmare. Yes— 
Frankenstein is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors on durable polyethe- 
lene, and so lifelike you’ll probably 
find yourself talking to him. Won’t 
you be surprised if he answers? 
Comes complete with eyes that glow 
even in the pitch dark for a special 
thrilling chill. 

Boney the Skeleton. And then there 
is Boney—stark scary with nothing 
left but his bare bones. A 7 foot 
monster out of the grave—his 
bones white, his eyes staring—even 
glowing in the dark. 

Money Back Guarantee. 

Just send $1.00 plus 25c to cover 
postage and handling for each mons- 
ter you want. Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified. 


ONLY 


Stunts, etc. 


Here is what you get! 


FRE 


Satisfaction guaranteed or money 


NSTERS 


FEET 
TALL 


In Authentic Colors With 
GLOW in the DARK EYES 


ONLY a | 00 


TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 


ee 
= 


fy" Honor House 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 


Ah Rush me my 7 foot tall glow in the dark “SL 
monsters. Send me 


| enclose $1 plus 25c for postage and handling for each. 1 


dept 472MR76 == 
11563 


S 
Boney the Skeleton 


Frankenstein () 


If | don’t get shivers of delight, | can return my pur- 


chase within 16 days and you will refund the full pur- 


chase price. 
NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY 


20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 


KARATE}! 


Isometric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, 


@ 20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting 
Nerve center anatomy chart 
JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 
Isometric muscle building course 
he@ Endurance Exercises and lots more 


Karate Practice © 
and Nerve Center Chart 


back. Send 


just $1.00 plus 25c for postage and handling to: 


New York State Residents please add 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25c postage and handling for each book 
safe you want. Money back if you are not satisfied. 


HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472BS76LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC’ 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE \ 
Looks and Feels Like Real Pocket \ 
Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 
Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as“ 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac- 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ for postage and 


handling to: Honor House Dept. 472RA76 


Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


Not sold in NY City. 


GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPT. 472KR76 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE , 


STILETTO 


9” Overall Length Flips 
5” When Closed open in 
e@ Opens instantly ree 


e Sharp and matically to 
Te h prevent acc: 
ous dental closing. 

e Stainless Razor sharp 


tough stainless 
steel blade for re 

liable use and hard, 

long service. Money 
back in 5 days if not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 
plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472ST76 


Steel Blade 


I 
1 
I 
ZIP 1 
Sales taXx.un aw all 


STATE 


PPK 


22 CAL. 


PELLET | Oly | 25 
FIRING 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size ‘‘James Bond” 
style German Automatic 52 inches long — 41/2 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free. 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25c Not sold in NY City. 


HONOR HOUSE 
Dept. 472PK76 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Illusion 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the ‘‘X-Ray’’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘'see’’ under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook. N.Y. Dept. 472XR76 


W- won'T . ¥ 
SOMEONE 
Wi PLEASE END 
| THIS HORROR 


STAND THIS! I'LL 
GO MAD! 


